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POLICE COMMISSIONERS’ EUCHRE — MAKE IT NEXT! 
He polished their heads so carefully, that now he is the ruler of the B. Cc. B. 
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The King of Spades. The Bartender’s Wooing (poem) 


Pocx’s Christmas-Tree. —H. C. Dodge. 
Oh!—illus. A Christmas Carryall. 
PuckKEeRINGs. A Mutual Watch—illus. 


A Disil usioned Christmas. — Or I Ain’t—poem. 
poem—illus. The Theatres. 
The Grant Boom. 'To Our Fighting Editor. — 


FirznoopLe in AMERICA.— DuBuck. 
No. CXIX ANSWERS FOR THE ANXIOUS. 


A Share in the Season—illus. | Lays of Ancient Rome. III.— 

O Cynthiana!—Ernest Harvier. The Flacci.—Arthur Lot. 

Holiday Fashions (No. I.) — pe Gascovne—John Fraser 
ilius. Christmas ’79—illus. 

Saved by Cheek—illus. More Laurel Leaves. 

Shakspere Studies.—John Albro | An Undecided Character—illus. 


The Man in the Moon. Puck’s EXCHANGES, 


THE SECOND EDITION 
OF 
Puck’s ANNUAL FOR 1880 


has just been published, and may be had of all 
dealers or at this office. We have to renew 
our apologies to many purchasers whose orders 
we have been unable to fulfill. The extraordi- 
nary advance sale exhausted one entire edition 
before we could possibly get a second edition 
- off the press. We have now made arrange- 
ments, however, to supply any future demand 
for Puck’s ANNUAL FoR 1880. 


THE KING OF SPADES. 


O more dirty streets, no more reeking 
ash-barrels sowing the seeds of fever and 
plague among us; for Captain Williams 

is transferred to the Street Cleaning Bureau to 
flatten the hillocks of mud in lieu of skulls, 
which, we have not a shadow of doubt, he will 
do equally as effectually. 

There ought to be congratulations all round. 
The Police Commissioners are to be congratu- 
lated on doing, once in their lives, a sensible 
thing. Captain Williams is to be congratulated 
on receiving an appointment suitable to his 
peculiar talents, and the public is to be con- 
gratulated on getting practically rid of a man 
who was so very much out of place as Captain 
of a precinct. 

Puck has certainly never spared Captain 
Williams; on his past misdeeds we have com- 
mented freely and vigorously, but we are in- 
clined to let bygones be bygones, and give 
him all the encouragement in our power, pro- 
vided he will be as efficient in his new field of 
dabors as he was in his former one. 

In fact we are almost inclined to look upon 
Captain Williams as an injured man—to some 
extent. 

It was not his fault that he was so consti- 
tuted by nature that he could not see a skull 
without feeling an irresistable desire to bring 
his club in contact therewith. 

Rather were the Police Commissioners to 














blame for keeping the wrong man in the wrong 
place for so long a time. 

Captain Williams has now a good chance of 
retrieving his reputation, which is almost as 
much battered as some of the heads on which 
he has exercised his club. 

We believe he is an efficient public servant, 
but was simply matter in the wrong place. He 
will make our city nice and sweet and worthy 
of the great country of which New York is the 
Metropolis, and Captain Williams will find that 
it is, after all, much better to be the King of 
Spades than the Knave of Clubs. 








PUCK’S CHRISTMAS TREE. 


HRISTMAS has come again, and in ac- 
j ‘cordance with the gay and festive season 
Puck has a Christmas tree. 

It is a good-sized tree—and it is gar- 
nished with the regulation candles and a num- 
ber of pretty figures and other toys and things 
which, in Puck’s goodness of heart, he presents 
to his readers. 

He has, in the first place, a nice little gift in 
the shape of a Mandarin in full celestial cos- 
tume: There is a cigar in the mouth of the 
figure and in the hand a fan on which is the 
legend “third term.” 

There is an Indian puppet somewhat to the 
right of the Mandarin. It is trying to play on 
a pipe marked “Tammany.” This will be a 
suitable Christmas gift for the Republican party 
in the State of New York when they are short 
of votes. 

On the left lower branch of the iree isa 
little Buttercup doll. She has a flowing beard, 
and bears astrong resemblance to a prominent 
New York Senator, who is not altogether un- 
connected with Custom House patronage. 

A pair of dancing puppets, male and female, 
next attract our attention. The male doll is in 
Highland costume and is apparently in the 
throes of a Highland fling. ‘The female wears 
some sort of a coronet and a low-necked dress, 
and the pair are not unlike Dr. and Mrs, 
Lorne, the famous British residents of Canada. 

There are many of these charming toys and 
figures we should like to particularize and de- 
scribe at length; but Puck does not wish to 
bore his readers; if he did he would have some- 
thing to say about the Bennett-Hera/d hobby- 
horse, the Tilden jack-in-the-box, the Vander- 
bilt locomotive, the Peter Cooper cushion, 
and other articles too numerous to mention, 

But here are the gifts for those who want 
them, ready for distribution by Puck. 








‘What a horrid thing it seems, love, to kiss 
a dead person. Would you kiss me if I were 
dead?” 

‘Would I just!’ 





Purkenings. 


Is Hindoo’s tan the same color as other peo- 
ple’s? 


WE hope Philadelphia, Pa., feels better. We 
dare not express a hope for Grant. 


Is it a feature of the Woman’s Rights system 
that Miss Count shall have a share in election 
returns ? 


HaMLET was banished for his pleasantry with 
the Premier. For this offence, off hence! 
edicted his uncle. 


“THE spring that turneth wood to stone.” 
The king here referred to the faction that made 
a pet-ri-faction of Hamlet. 


WE have had our Christmas snow; and we 
trust the romantic young man with the muse 
and the influenza is satisfied. 


REMEMBER, Hans, when Samson’s hair is cut 
it mitigates his strength. Yah, dot voz before 
he gots off mit-de-gates ov dot Gaza. 


THE terrors and tortures of Hamlet’s sea- 
voyage were appalling. He had to purchase 
oxygen to live on. He wrote Horatio: ‘Air 
we were ten days sold at sea.” 


CHRISTMAS comes but once a year, 
So let us all be merry. 

We cannot alter it now it’s here; 
But it’s very awkward—very. 


Tuis is a good time for charitable feelings; 
and we hereby forgive all our enemies. We 
hope they wiil stay forgiven; but we warn them 
that they will have to behave themselves mighty 
sharp. 


WHEN the audience at the Park Theatre, on 
the night of the late fire, saw a policeman at 
the supposed place of danger, they naturally 


‘concluded that they were pretty safe, and went 


out quietly and in order. Thus nearly a hun- 
dred valuable lives were saved. 


Ou! hang up the stocking that’s striped ; 
And hang up the stocking that’s spotted ; 
And the one with embroidery dotted; 
Hang up the stocking that a wipe ’d 
Benefit. [Here the poet went out and did 
some hanging up on his own account. | 


‘*Epwin,” she whispered, as she laid her rosy 
cheek on his shoulder, and a tender smile played 
about her dainty lips: ‘‘ Edwin, will you always 
love me as you do now?” 

‘* Arabella,”’ was his answer, emitted with a 
strange, sad, deep sigh: “let us be happy 
to-day, not think of a to-morrow. Fate plays 
strange freaks with mortals; yet believe me, 
dearest, ever—ever—”’ 

‘* What, ever ?” she coyly murmured. 

The continuation of this interesting story will 
NOT be found in Puck’s Annuat for 1880; but 
a great many other very nice things will; and 
the reader is at liberty to see for himself. 


NOTICE. 


Number 26 of Puck will be bought at this Office, No. 
21 & 23 Warren St., at 25S CENTS per copy. 
ge@” In sending copies by mail please roll lengthwise. 
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DISILLUSIONED CHRISTMAS. 


























A ae oN 


wends, 
A weary way through deep snow 
and drifts; 
His sturdy backbone weary bends 
Beneath his load of Christmas gifts. 





The Smith he is a parent kind, 
But somewhat of the Roman mould: 
He likes to train the youthful mind 











oe 
q /PATELY has been added to our Ameri- 
‘, can political vocabulary the word 
@-" “Boom,” which sprang up nobody 
knows where, and means nobody knows exactly 
what. 

The term may have arisen from the system 
of booming great rafts of logs on our rivers; or 
the term may refer to the boom which is spead 
out from the mast to extend the canvas to the 
favoring breeze. Our opinion is that it is the 
‘boom ” of the cannon which has given rise 
to this phrase. ; 

Now there be booms and booms. The boys 
try cannon booms on the 4th of July; so does 
the militiaman’s brass field-piece; so did Far- 
ragut’s fleet as it steamed past the batteries to 
New Orleans. But there is a vast difference 
between these booms, and it seems to us that 
if our idea of what the Grant boom means is 
correct, the affair will end in disaster. 

General Grant has received some notably 
enthusiastic receptions since his return to Amer- 
ica, but those who have watched the inner 
wheels of the machinery will have noticed that 
he was received mot as a Republican politician 
but as a distinguished citizen returned home. 
Democrats were invited to meet him; Confede- 
rate soldiers were requested to march before 
him; politicians of all grades were solicited to 





join in and swell the great welcome to the only 





He does not strew with fancy’s flowers 
The path their youthful feet must tread; 

He shows them how the speeding hours 

Are to be caught before they ’re sped. 


He calls himself a “ business man,” 
Honest, and practical and plain, 

And plain and practical ’s the plan 
Now germinating in his brain, 


A simple-souled iconoclast, 

His firm resolve is to suppress 
That foolish fiction of the past, 

Of Santa Claus’s strange largesse. 
“Why should I let a hollow myth 

Steal from my small yet healthy brood 
The credit that belongs to Smith 

And Smith's own claim to gratitude ?” 


’Tis done! Old Santa Claus—Jack Frost— 


All fairy fibs he calm destroys:— 
* * 


%* 
Then sees his children weep the lost 
Dear Dead Delusion o’er their toys. 








ex-President who had gone round the world. 
Wherefor Grant is being féted across the conti- 
nent. 

The politics has been left out of this tri- 
umphal journey, and it has been very well 
done. The bunting, the music, the school- 
children, the popping of champagne corks, 
even the speeches have been creditable to the 
managers. But if politics had been let run into 
the affair, a much poorer show would have 
been the result, and that’s what’s the matter 
with the boom. 

There is a man in a circus who gets rammed 
down into a wooden cannon and then is shot 
skyward into a netting. But sometimes the 
cannon goes off at the vent, while the attend- 
ants pull the man out ignominiously at the 
muzzle. 

We are very much afraid that if these boom- 
ing Grant managers—the Babcocks, Shepherds, 
Robesons, and all that crowd of tricksters and 
public plunderers—should load up the Grant 
Columbiad which is to fire him willy-nilly into 
the White House, that the charge of jobs, sub- 
sidies, trickery, legislation, would blow the 
breech into fragments about them, and leave 
Mr. Grant stuck in the nozzle of the muzzle, 
unable either to get in or out. 

Instead of exhibiting himself to his fellow- 
countrymen in this ridiculous position, we ad- 
vise him to go down and dig a ship canal 
through the Nicaraguan swamps. 












No. CXIV. 


CHRISTMAS AND 
PRESENTS, 


Ya-as, I believe 
theend of the ye-ah 
and Chrwistmas 
have come wound 
again. They al- 
ways de about this 
perwiod. 

This Chrwistmas 
is observed in a we- 
markably pwonounced mannah he-ah, especially 
as is everwything Amerwican, being ovahdone 
in the mattah of pwesents, everwy individual 
being expected to make everwy othah indivi- 
dual of his acquaintance a pwesent. 

This would be all verwy well if the gifts were 
made as fwee-will offerwings to those whom one 
wespects and esteems; but the wegulah pwac- 
tice seems to be to give indiscwiminately, with 
a view to getting an equivalent, or even some- 
thing bettah, in weturn. 

AwlI do not wefer to the twifles which are 
usually given to childwen on this occasion— 
that is pwobably all corwect and pwopah—but 
to the aw intahchange of commodities among 
gwown-up people. 

Miss Marguerwite politely wequested me the 
othah morning to accompany her on a shop- 
ping expedition. I said I would go, and in the 
course of our perwegwinations we visited a pwo- 
digious numbah of shops and a varwiety of 
things were purchased—indeed aw, enough to 
stock a bazaar of immoderwate dimensions. 

Miss Marguerwite dwew fwom her pocket a 
list of names, with memorwanda against each 
patwonymic, and commenced operwations. 

We first entahed a furwiah’s establishment, 
and Miss Marguerwite bought something made 
of a seal-skin. I’m wathah inclined to think it 
was a sort of ovahcoat faw winter, or perwhaps 
a sacque. 

I haven’t the wemotest ide-ah of the pwice 
of these things, but suppose the arwangement 
couldn’t have cost less than thrwee or four dol- 
lahs, which in Bwitish money would amount to 
fifteen or sixteen shillings. 

Then she bought a Marwabout feathah, 
which, I venture to say, must have cost a ten- 
pound note in Amerwican curwency. 

I made a mental memorwandum of some of 
her othah purchases, with the pwobable cost, 
and it is something like the following aw; 





£ sa 
One child's cwadle, .........5.5.< ort 3 6 
I ON cices ceecrrcacssccece S 
ee ee. oe 
A bwacelet of some descwiption of metal... 210 0 
A gweat assortment of articles of fancy 
cinch 605.6006, 502% n0Keo Seer 200 0 0o 


Extwaordinarwy Bwackets and odd decor- 

wations faw a numbah of fwiends’wooms. 1 0 Oo 
An embwoidered handkercbief........,... 3 6 

It is too much twouble to weckon up the dif- 
ferwent items, but they must in the aggwegate 
amount to severwal hundwed pounds. 

Now I weally think this expenditure widicu- 
lously extwavagant. We are not so absurd at 
home, yer know, at Chrwistmas. We give 
Chrwistmas-boxes to childwen and servants, 
but what the d-d-dickens does a man want with 
such things wegularly everwy ye-ah ? 

I look upon the custom as a wemnant of that 
aw barbarwic pomp which the pwogwess of civ- 
ilization has not yet succeeded in erwadicating 
fwom the Amerwican mind aw. 

P. S. Miss Marguerwite has pwesented me 
with an embwoidered cigarwette-case, which 
she made for me herself. Wemarkably kyind! 
Perwhaps there is, aftah all, something in this 
Chrwistmas gift business aw. 
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O CYNTHIANA! 


WISE MAN hath said that a Western town 

is not what it is, but what the resident 

local agent of the Associated Press 
may make it. 

He must have had foremost in his mind the 
case of Cynthiana, Ky., when he made this 
assertion, for it answers this description well. 

With the reader’s permission, I will say a 
few words about Cynthiana. 

Cynthiana is a small town on the branches of 
the Kentucky River, thirty-eight miles from the 
bonny border line, and comprising about 2,500 
inhabitants. It is in Harrison county, which 
has the proud distinction of containing more 
deliberate and professional liars than any county 
of similar area in the Moonshiners’ community. 
Judged historically, it doesn’t amount to much 
—in fact, the only episodes in its existence 
which will be remembered are calculated to 
make even a South Carolina negro blush, In 
1779, a number of Virginia settlers, having 
reached (after a weary trudge across the moun- 
tains) the present site of Cynthiana, openly and 
resolutely cast themselves into the adjacent 
river, rather than live in such a place. In 1861 
the inhabitants of Cynthiana, being exhorted 
by rival orators to don their armor and fight 
on either side, unanimously voted to stay at 
home, and would contribute only sutlers to the 
national conflict. 

You will conclude from this that the future 
patriot historian will be discreetly silent about 
Cynthiana. 

But though the town does not amount to 
much in itself, it is fortunate in being the 
abode of a most persistent, adroit, and in- 
genious news-gatherer, and through his exer- 
tions the sluggish hamlet has recently become 
famous. . 

You cannot take up a newspaper but that 
you read something about Cynthiana, Ky. If 
a cold wave sweeps across the country, the 
thermometer falls lowest in Cynthiana. Ifa 
hot wave scorches the land for a few days, you 
will find on inquiry that the mortality from 
sunstroke was greatest in Cynthiana. If all the 
illicit whiskey stills in the State are seized, there 
is sure to be one in Cynthiana which escapes 
the vigilance of the authorities. If a political 
murder occurs in Yazoo, you are sure to read 
the next day of a massacre in Cynthiana 
attended with carnage and wholesale robbery. 
If a bank fails in Chicago or Cincinnati for 
four hundred thousand dollars, Cynthiana will, 
within a week, have a collapse of a million. It 
would seem, indeed, as if the entire available 
population (949 adult souls) had entered into 
a conspiracy to aid and abet the press agent 
aforesaid in making the town notorious. 

The place is not, in all respects, a bad one. 
Without the outlay of a ollar in money, or the 
expenditure of a drop of blood, Cynthiana has, 
within a few short months, attained a common 
fame for being the richest, the most enterpris- 
ing, the most patriotic, and the most popular 
bourg in the whole State of Kentucky. 

It would be useless to attempt to trace the 
causes which have made this thing possible. 





But I think it will be found in the indomitable 
spirit of the people. One illustration will suf- 
fice. During Sherman’s March to the Sea, a 
Missouri regiment performed great deeds of 
heroism. Somehow or other a Cynthiana man 
got smuggled into the detachmen:. He was 
accustomed to telegraph North almost daily: 
“The Cynthiana legion” (he must have been a 
legion in himself) ‘is fighting nobly.” One 
day it happened that the regiment was called 
into a general action. Before the battle began 
the Cynthiana man was very prominent. He 
flitted before the Union soldiers and demanded 
to be taken into the thickest of the fray. But 
when the firing began he disappeared entirely. 
Then came a terrible alternative—the battle 
had to be fought without him. 

When it was over, search was made for the 
Cynthiana man, and he was found in the rear 
writing a dispatch to a newspaper. 

“Itake no interest in this war,” he said, sadly. 

‘*No interest ? Why not ?” 

‘* My heart,” said the Cynthiana man, sign- 
ing a fictitious name to his dispatch, ‘“‘my heart 
ts in Kentucky!” 

But even a Kentucky chronicler may over- 
reach himself. For when last summer a dis- 
patch was sent from Cincinnati that the ther- 
mometer was at 30° in the month of August, 
the Cynthiana man, not to be surpassed, tele-’ 
graphed: ‘‘ There has been a fall of three inches 
of snow here, and two canal mules have been 
frozen to death.” 

The Cynthiana newsman has a would-be rival 
in the pretty town of Milford, Pa., and another 
in the alleged Clinton, Ia., but as the latter abso- 
lutely refrains from dating his dispatches any 
nearer than Keokuk, and the Milford man tele- 
graphs bear stories and reminiscences of 1848, 
the supremacy and superiority of the Cyn- 
thianian cannot be denied. 

If towns devoid of all natural advantages 
must be famous, the method of Cynthiana may 
be safely, and perhaps profitably, followed. 
But it is no more than honest to say that to be 
done well it requires liars such as Kentucky 
alone produces, and I say this in no spirit of 
disparagement of the commonwealth which 
provides the strongest whiskey, the fastest 
horses, the prettiest women, the biggest lot- 
teries, the most acrid tobacco, the deepest 
caves, the densest thickets, the bluest grass, 
and the fewest soldiers of any sovereign State 
or Territory on the western continent. 

ERNEST HARVIER. 
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Puck’s Curistmas Hart, 





FORTUNE FAVORS THE BRAVE. 


SHAKSPERE STUDIES. 


Hamiet—Act IV. 





THE Queen makes the brutal charge against 
Hamlet that he was about “‘ to draw apart the 
body he hath kill’d”—{[Sc., 1. 


GUILDENSTERN had just been told of his ne- 
cessitated departure, when Claudius mentions 
that ‘‘whisper o’er the world’s diameter.”” This 
was a mistake, the King really meaning: “‘Sir- 
come-for hence you must go.” Probably to 
join in that “ further raid.” —([Sc. 1. 


THE courtiers spoke disrespectfully of, if 
not to, the King. When he sent them in search 
of Polonius’s body, they wished to “ take it 
thence and bear it to the chap.”—[Sc. 2. 


Ir is so utterly ridiculous to suppose that 
Hamlet, in his remarks on the corpse. of Polo- 
nius, had reference to the Diet of Worms, that 
the latter body need not be dragged into the 
passage.—[Sc. 3. 


‘‘BarKIs ready.” —‘“‘Barkis is willin’.” Is here 
not proof enough of the plagiarism of Dickens? 
Both expressions, however, are from the heart. 
—[Sc. 3. 


THE Prince was a gourmand. To entice 
him into the vessel, the officers were advised 
to “‘ tempt him with speedy beard.”—[Sc. 3. 


So averse was the young Dane to the pro- 
posed visit that he was “‘ bound” for England. 


— [Sc. 3. 


AN expedition to the Pole was undertaken 
by parties who would neither reckon the ex- 
pense Norway the danger of the enterprise.— 
—[Sc. 4. 


FUTURE-MONGERS were prevalent to an ex- 
tent that incited remark at occasional paucity. 
Wonderment is expressed regarding “<a little 
Pets of ground that hath in it no prophet!” 
—[Sc. 4. 


Or Ophelia, who went into the street singing 
(with a tin cup), it was said: ‘‘Her use of it 
doth move the hearers to collection.”—[Sc. 5. 


One of Ophelia’s lyrics so interested her 
royal mistress that she inquires: ‘‘ Who imports 
this song ?””—[Sc. 5. 


THE deranged maiden was the authoress and 
original singer of ‘‘ Good night, ladies.” — 
[Sc. 5. 


_ WHEN the courtiers, from sympathy with the 
afflicted damsel, offered her relief, she returned 
each of them a leaf.—[Sc. 5. 


LAERTES was a gentleman of polish. ‘‘ They 
say you shine,” his royal patron remarked. 
Perhaps he used some Dane Martin’s blacking? 
—[Sc. 7. Joun ALBRo. 
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THE MAN IN THE MOON. 


A CHRISTMAS TALE. 


I} E all sat around the glowing white-clay 
Ad stove in the office of the grand Inter- 
national Hotel at Burt’s Cut, eleven 
miles south of Deadwood, on the old stage line. 
Most of us had our feet on the stove, which, 
like all of its kind, was provided with an 
equatorial belt of cast-iron apparently designed 
for that purpose. A great deal of the Grand 
International Hotel’s whiskey was going where 
much better whiskey had been before it. The 
general tone of the occasion was convivial; and 
the atmosphere might have been cut with a 
comparatively dull knife. Through the pearly 
haze of the very low-grade of tobacco-smoke 
gleamed luridly the red flannel of the bar- 
tender’s sleeves, restlessly moving to and fro in 
rhythmic accord with the fluctuations of trade. 
It was a scene for a poet—a poet with a strong 
stomach and an Olympian superiority to subtle 
distinctions in the quality of his liquors. 

We were all telling stories. This is the regu- 
lar traditional business for Christmas; but our 
stories were not by any means exclusively Christ- 
mas stories, They had a wide range of style and 
color, and were more or less autobiographical. 
The turn had nearly gone round the circle, 
and fourteen stories had been told, to the accom- 
paniment of fourteen times sixteen libations; 
and now there remained but two more narrators 
to contribute imaginative history and realistic 
alcohol. 

I may mention, by the way, that these two last 
had rather the best of it. Eight men out of the 
total sixteen were already wandering in an alco- 
holic dreamland; and though these slumberous 
defections reduced the auditory number of the 
conversationalists, they also reduced the bar- 
bill in identical proportion. 

The fifteenth man to take up the word of dis- 
course was rather an aristocratic variety of 
Deadwood pilgrim. He wore a cravat, and his 
boots showed traces of blacking. He hada 
neatly trimmed beard; and a something about 
his whole appearance suggested that he had 
recently washed himseM—indeed, that the 
operation had been habitual with him for some 
years. These things, however, did not espe- 
cially attract the attention of his fellow travelers. 
Our society was not meanly particular. We did 
not object to associating with a clean man. 

What did attract our attention, however, was 
the fact that the fifteenth man began his re- 
marks without the accustomed preliminary of 
an alcoholic invitation. This aroused us so 
thoroughly that we even observed a certain 
wildness in the stranger’s eye, and a distant 
dreaminess in his low yet resonant voice. 

** Can you tell me the way to Norwich ?” he 
inquired. 

‘There was a general hush of interest, not un- 
mingled with surprise. Those of us who were 
awake were still able to feel surprised. 

‘‘Gentlemen,’’ went on the clean man: “I 


need not regard me with suspicion. 1am not 
insane. This is no hallucination. I can prove 
my mental soundness by any test to which you 
choose to submit me. I will argue the matter 
calmly and quietly. A monomaniac could not 
do that. Do you wish me to argue the matter 
calmly and quietly ?” 

‘I don’t mind,” said the sixteenth man, a 
silent, small and cheap-looking style of man, 
sitting well behind the stove, in the most un- 
obtrusive corner. He had a small, sharp, 
clipper-built nose, which looked as if all the 
world had tweaked it ever since he was an 
infant. His eye was shy, and his general 
demeanor nervously diffident. He looked a 


2d Edition. 


And still he sat be cider; 
Her spirits were in cordial flow, 


“Toby, or not toby,” he thought, 
‘*Otardy do I court her; 

But if I marry I sup port 
No more—I must sup porter.”’ 


And sherry minded him at last, 
Her rye so sweetly dropping, 
Of corks from bottles flying fast— 


He fell. ‘‘ Madeira, brandy,” said, 
“Is in my breast a-burning— 


If ‘yes,’ 1’d live forever— 


His wife and he were merry. 


But he loved Tom and Jerry. 


“‘IT don’t mind,” he said: ‘ but afore you 
begin, suppose you call your attention to the 
fact that you’re a-packin’ away, as it were, your 
next man’s liquor.” 

“‘I beg your pardon—so I am,” replied the 
stranger regretfully: ‘I’m a little absent- 
minded, y’ know. But on the one point I am 
seeking to interest you in, my faculties are 
sound and solid. Gentlemen, strange as it may 
appear, I am the Man in the Moon.” 

“You're the man who took the big chap’s 
terbacker, too,’’ casually interrupted the ordi- 
nary small person. The wild-eyed stranger put 
it back with dignified abstraction, and went on: 
‘<I have suffered in the holy cause of abstract 
truth and my personal rights. I have been 
immurred in loathsome dungeons; I have been 
locked in padded cells—”’ 

“You have taken a revolver that don’t be- 
long to you,” the shy man interrupted; apolo- 
getically: “I’m only remindin’ you, you know; 
and you ain’t got no ca’tridges to suit it.” 
‘‘The revolver was an inadvertency,” said 
the wild-eyed person, as he slipped it back into 
the pocket of the gentleman slumbering be- 
hind him: “I hope you don’t think it was 
anything else.” 

“‘*Course not,’ said the small man, nervously: 
‘course not.” 

“‘ You wouldn’t intimate for a second—” 

‘* Not for asecond—not for a cent —” gasped 
the six-by-nine individual in the dark corner: 
‘I ain’t no sort of a man to intimate nothing. 





splendid man to kick. 





I ain’t that kind. All I’m a doin’ is to remind 


THE BARTENDER’S WOOING. 


= ten hock clock—his sour to go— 


’'Tis High-man’s torch—then wine not wed 
While love, bright love, is yearning ?” 


“If flips say ‘no,’ Heidsieck a bier— 


He married and with ke-rye and rock 








o’clock— sour 
still — be-side her 
spirits—cordial 
But he was Mumm, which tried her. mum 


To be cr not to be, 
Oh! tardy 

port 

support her 


He needed ur-gin to reveal urging 
Ale love beyond all knowing. a love 
‘“Oh, beer man,” she thought, “and kneel— be a 
De claret—or be going.” declare it 


she reminded 
Her eye 
corks, &c. 


They weren't afraid of—popping. 


(This is iron-clad) 
My dear, a brand, he said 


Hymen’s—why not? (easy) 


If lips—I’d seek a bier (like 
you when you see this) 


And no champagne I’d feel, my dear, sham pain 
If rum you made to sever.” if from 
If he’d bartender and be true; be tender 
If he would liquor never; » lick her 
Give pony for decanter too— pony—the canter 
And schooners—“ Yes!! forever.” schooner 
His whiskies touched her damask cheek; whiskers 
His stout arms clasped around her; stout 
There were no bitters, so to speak, bitters 
In that warm mug which bound her. warm hug 


cry and rock [cradle] 


She liked the daughters in their flock 


Tom and Jerry 
H, C. Donce. 


you that you’ve inadvertenced that long coon’s 
wallet into your own pocket. That’s all.” 

The conversationalist restored the wallet and 
resumed his discourse: 

‘‘The ultimate goal of my present journey 
is not Deadwood, as you might suppose. It is 
Norwich. This movement may be premature; 
as averred in the ancient poem; but neverthe- 
less I am here inquiring for information con- 
cerning the best route to Norwich. Can any 
of you gentleman oblige me ?”’ 

‘*T would like to be obleegin’,” meekly utter- 
ed the character in the corner, “‘and I will just 
chuck out the information that you are sitting 
on the Boston man’s fancy kid money-belt.” 

The dreamy victim of an awful hallucination 
arose and stalked to the door in a wild sort of 
way. 
ey do not want to go to Norwich,” he said: 
‘‘but I am bent on inquiring the way. Fare- 
well, gentleman, farewell!” 

And as he crossed the threshold, and passed 
out into the icy, black, star-crowned night, the 
little man got up and followed him, remarking 
modestly: 

‘¢ Mebbe I can kinder show-you the rowt, as 
it were.” 

And shortly after, the small man looked in 
again and diffidently asked: 

‘« Hev you such a thing as a broom in the 
house? And—I hate to trouble you; but ave 
you a very small thimble—or anything of that 
sort? I’d like to sweep up that party, ye know 
—that’s all.” 
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A CHRISTMAS CARRYALL. 


BOOM ONE. 
THE SPIRIT OF THE BOTTLE BLACK. 


i OLONEY was drunk! No one with a 

IM. nose on his face could have had a doubt 
of that fact. In other words, Moloney 

smelled of rum in a way not to be mistaken! 

Charitably inclined people might suggest that 
Moloney was merely “full” or ‘‘half seas over,” 
but they would be mistaken. Moloney was 
drunk. Not a doubt of that. Moloney was as 
drunk as a “ biled owl.” 

It was Christmas Eve! All over the city, in 
the modest beer-saloons of the east side, and 
in the gilded gin-palaces of Broadway, the 
boys were raffling for turkeys. Moloney had 
intended to raffle for turkeys on that Christmas 
eve, but he had started on the business too 
early in the day. At twoo’clock he had started 
out to find a matinée raffle. He had visited 20 
saloons in search of such a performance, but 
had failed miserably in finding what he sought. 

However, he had felt bound, at each of those 
saloons, to interview the spirit of the bottle 
black, vulgarly called whiskey. When Molo- 
ney staggered, at about half-past seven, into 
Sandy Smith’s Snuggery, he was decidedly 
how-come-you-so, and though Moloney could 
not have told how he came so, yet somehow 
he felt that the spirit of the bottle black had 
possession of him. 

Moloney sat down near the stove in the 
Snuggery, and managed somehow to dispose of 
three or four drinks before the raffle com- 
menced. When the raffle did commence, Mo- 
loney was nodding, but the noise made by the 
rafflers half aroused him; and he began to 
shout and make objectionable noises, until 
finally, after endeavoring to hurrah and suc- 
ceeding in uttering a series of hics, he fell out 
of his chair flat on the floor. 


BOOM TWO. 
THE SPIRIT OF THE HELPING HAND. 


Behind the bar at the Snuggery stood a tall, 
broad-shouldered, red-headed, hard - featured 
man. All day long he stood there in his shirt- 
sleeves helping those who were athirst to drinks. 
’Twas Mike, the spirit of the helping hand. 
Never had he been known to object to helping 
a thirsting soul to a beverage, if the thirsty soul 
had the wherewithal to pay for his drink. 
Sometimes, when a person, whose drinkitite did 
not bear a proper relation to his pocketbook, 
would delude Mike into helping 
him to a drink he could not pay 
for, the spirit of the helping hand 
would be somewhat over-liberal in 
helping such a person to a dose of 
his hand in a clasped position. 

Usually, however, he was mild- 
ness personified, 

Sandy Smith had been over 
seeing the raffles, while the spirit 
of the helping hand dealt out the 
beer; but Sandy had been an- 
noyed by the interruptions of 
Moloney. As Moloney slipped on 
the floor, Sandy looked at the fel- 
low with an expression of disgust 
on his face. 

‘« Mike!” said Sandy, turning 
to his bar-keeper. The spirit of 
the helping hand turned his eyes 
on his employer. ‘‘Bounce him!” 
said Sandy, nodding his head 
towards Moloney. 

The spirit of the helping hand 
came out from behind the bar, 
moved swiftly to the stove, took 
hold of Moloney’s coat-collar, and 
dragged Moloney towards the 


door. Moloney struggled some, but when the 
spirit of the helping hand had opened the 
door, he gave Moloney a helping kick, and 
Moloney gracefully settled down on the side- 
walk in a heap to enjoy a Christmas Eve snooze. 


BOOM THREE. 
THE SPIRIT OF THE LOCUST BRANCH. 


Scarcely had Moloney decently composed 
his limbs in his new resting-place, when Police- 
man Z, sauntered up. Policeman Z. is the 
well known masher of Seventh Avenue, and 
whenever he is on the beat, the heart of every 
cook in the neighborhood is on the beat also. 

Policeman Z, was sauntering along with his 
eye fixed on Mary Ann Magee, who was hanging 
out of a third story window, when he suddenly 
stumbled over Moloney’s prostrate form, and 
fell flat in the gutter. Policeman Z. was en- 
raged. Not only had his dignity been com- 
promised, but Mary Ann Magee had laughed 
at him. Policeman Z. swore roundly as he 
rose to his feet, and then, with his locust, 
soundly whacked Moloney. 

Poor Moloney, who probably was dreaming 
of raffles in which he threw sixes every time, 
:-began to mumble somewhat incoherently when 
thus summarily beaten. 

What!” cried Policeman Z, as he again 
beat the drunken man, “ You'll talk back to 
me, will you?” 

** Hic—hic—hic!” rumbled Moloney. 

“‘T’ll take you in,” cried Policeman Z. as he 
seized Moloney by the neck and dragged him 
to a half erect position. 

“‘ Stand up, you drunken loafer!” cried Po- 
liceman Z., and he used his locust freely about 
Moloney’s body. 

Moloney lurched towards the policeman. 

“What!” cried Policeman Z. ‘‘ Resist the 
police, will you ?” 

Then he used his locust freely about Molo- 
ney’s head, until he sank with a bleeding skull 
to the ground. Policeman Z. rapped on the 
pavement, and another spirit of the locust 
branch came up. Together they carried poor 








MISTRESS—: 


Moloney to a dungeon cell and left him there. 


BOOM FOUR. 
THE SPIRIT OF THE BALANCED SCALES. 
Christmas morning! What a clear, bright, 
sunshiny morning it was! Just as good a day, 
too, as any other day in the year for sending 
to jail those poor devils who have broken the 


A MUTUAL WATCH; 


OR, 


WHAT NEITHER COULD SEE. 

















“I wish I could see if she’s stealing!’’ 
Maip—: “TI just wish I could see if she’s looking!” 


law. ’Twas Christmas morning even in the 
Tombs, and many a poor sinner hoped he 
might get a lighter sentence that day because 
it was Christmas morning. 

Into the Tombs police court tntered a short, 
fat man, who looked as if he had decidedly 
more abdomen than brains. He was the Justice, 
the spirit of the balanced scales, 

“Merry Christmas, gentlemen!” said the 


; Justice, rubbing his hands and looking cheer- 


fully at the court officers. 

** Merry Christmas, your Honor!” came from 
all sides, as the Justice, with his face wreathed 
in smiles, took his seat on the bench. 

“ Many plums in our Christmas pudding, 
Sergeant ?” asked the Justice facetiously. 

‘* Quite a batch, your Honor,” said the of- 
ficer. 

“Bring them in,” said the Justice, ‘‘as quick 
as you can.” 

They were brought in, and a sorry looking 
set they were. However the Judge found some- 
thing funny in their appearance; and his hu- 
morous remarks about the poor devils were 
funny enough to excite the laughter of the 
court attendants. 

As the Justice was anxious to get away, he 
disposed of the culprits rapidly. Presently 
Moloney was pushed forward. He was not yet 
entirely sober, and his brain was still in a mud- 
dled condition from the blows of the locust. 

“‘What’s the charge, officer?’ asked the 
spirit of the balanced scales, in his usual rapid 
manner. 

Policeman Z, rattled off the complaint in a 
glib manner. 

“Hum!” said the spirit of the balanced 
scales. ‘‘ Drunk, disorderly and resisting the 
officer,eh? Young man,” he continued, turn- 
ing to Maloney, “ it’s evident you want some- 
thing appropriate to the season; you want a 
Christmas present. Such a nice young man as 
you are ought to have a Christmas present, and 
I am going to give you one. I give you ten 
days on Blackwell’s Island for your Christmas 
present, young man.” 

Of course the court attendants laughed, and 
Moloney was led back to his cell. 


BOOM FIVE. 
THE END OF IT, 


It was still early in the day when the Christ- 
mas carryall, which belonged to the city, 
rolled up to the door of the Tombs. This 
carryall is better known as the Black Maria. 

Moloney was led out and placed 
therein. As the carryall rolled up 
Broadway, on its way to the Is- 
land, Moloney gazed out of the 
barred window upon the bright | 
sky. It was a glorious day, clear, 
bright, stirring, cold. Mvcloney 
heaved a sigh. 

“Christmas morning,” murmur- 
ed he, “ and I was going to have 
such a good time with the boys. 
Paid my entrance fee to the target 
company, too. I didn’t expect to 
find myself in this carryall till to- 
morrow morning. I’ll never get 
full on Christmas Eve again.” 

Moloney lived many years, but 
he kept his word; he never again 
was drunk on Christmas Eve. He 
always thereafter waited to get 
full till Christmas Day, and he 
never thereafter was placed in the 
carryall till the morning of De- 
cember 26th. May that be truly 
said of us and all of us, and may 
the spirit of the balanced scales 
not give us too many Christmas 
presents! 
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OR I AIN’T. 


N Arab chief in Eastern lands 
A maiden sought to wed; 
. She listened kindly, took his hands, 
_And gently to him said: 





**T can’t return your love, so rare 
A’Nile not wed without, 

So Pyramid my sisters fair, 
You'll find both lean and stout.” 


He raves sand storms and tears his hair, 
To desert him thus was sad; 

«¢ Bedouin upon thy knees,” he cries— 
Cheops he is not mad. 


‘¢ Bedouin upon thy knees,” he cries, 
*¢ My curse—but no, arise; 
Oasis to thy Sire.” She adds: 
" «What Sheik you have,” and flies. 








THE THEATRES. 





ApBEy’s ParRK THEATRE still holds “‘ Fritz in 
Ireland,’’ and Mr. Emmet holds his audiences. 

‘An Arabian Night” is of course still the 
attraction at Daty’s superb theatre, and will 
deservedly remain so for some time to come. 

‘‘ The Galley Slave,” at HAVERLY’s THEATRE, 
is making the author, Mr. Bartley Campbell, 
and the proprietor feel on remarkably good 
terms with themselves. 

‘The Hardback Family,” ‘“The Villain Still 
Pursued Her,” and ‘‘ Thompson Street Flats,” 
are the screaming and reigning jollities at 
the perennial San FRANCISCO MINSTRELS. 

‘‘ Pinafore” is on the wane at the FirrH 
AVENUE THEATRE, and Messrs. Gilbert & 
Sullivan are about launching forth on the ocean 
of public opiniop their newest creation—‘‘ The 
Pirates of Penzance.” 

‘* Hearts of Steel,’’ a very Irish drama, with 
perilous leaps and plenty of armor, has suc- 
ceeded ‘‘Enchantment” at NisLo’s. The 
feature of the play is Miss Lillian Cleves-Clark, 
who, in the part of Lady Alice O’ Gormon, 
looks extremely handsome, acts in a charming 
manner, and is superbly attired. 

This week “‘ My Partner ’’ will be performed 
at HaverRLy’s BROOKLYN THEATRE, with Mr. 
Louis Aldrich as John Sanders, and Chas. T. 
Parsloe in his original character of Wing Lee, 
the Chinese servant. It will soon be difficult 
to find a theatre wherein one of Mr. Bartley 
Campbell’s plays is not being acted. 

To-night will welcome back, to the scene of 
his triumphs, at WALLACK’s, the veteran John 
Gilbert, who has recovered from his recent 
severe illness. He will appear as /esse Rural 
in Mr. Boucicault’s ‘‘Old Heads and Young 
Hearts,” which drama will be performed a few 
times previous to the production of ‘ Court- 
ship’ and other novelties. 

Mr. Mapleson’s opera season nears its close, 
and on the whole we do not think that we have 
much cause to complain of ’Er Majesty’s 
Hopera. Marimon is certainly a fine artist, and 
her success and recognition of her abilities 
were simultaneous. She appeared as Amina in 
‘*¢ Sonnambula ” on Monday, to-night she sings 
again. ‘Il Flauto Magico” is announced for 

production on Friday. 


Messrs. Gilbert and Clay’s ‘‘ Princess Toto” 
is the blister at the STANDARD. It is in Mr. 
Gilbert’s usual and best style, and the audience 
laughed heartily over the nonsense. The Prin- 
cess Zoto was satisfactorily played by Miss 
Braham, a new importation from England. 
The Princess is a young woman, who is afflicted 


bands and forgets all about them —and is 
moved entirely by the impulse of the moment. 
Her father and friends disguise themselves as 
Indians, to find and rescue her from supposed 
brigands. The sham Indian business is very 
funny and the burlesque of Hiawatha irresist- 
ably ridiculous. Mlle. Jarbeau as /ed/y acted 
with much spirit, and the men were all good, 
especially Montgomery, who was King Portico, 
the father of the princess. The music has no 
unity of conception whatever, and only such 
unity of treatment as is caused by the com- 
poser’s limited knowledge of orchestral effects. 








TO OUR FIGHTING EDITOR. 


N. Y., Dec. 18th, ’79. 


. 


PuRG-ED VILLAIN: 


Gore! Gore!! Gore!!! Iwill have Gore! 
I have sworn it. Meet me on the Battery some 
dark and stormy night ‘‘ when the bloom is on 
the rye,” the moon is in the sky, and the ther- 
mometer at 10° below, and I will plunge thee 
neck and heels beneath the salt sea wave. 
What if 1 did spell Georgiana with two “‘n’s” ? 
What is a poet’s license good for if he can’t put 
in an extra “‘n” to make his muse jingle? Be- 
sides, nobody would have noticed it, not even 
the divine She. 

Hydrophobiacally yours, 
DuBuck. 








Answers fox the Anrione. 


HASELTINE.—Of course she liked the ANNUAL. 





Horatio JujyuBeE.—If you don’t tie a string about 
yourself you will come apart. 


HassAN-AL-HassAN.—If we had the pleasure of be- 
ing Haroun al Raschid—just for to-night, dear, just for 
to-night—we should sew you up ina real old Arabian 
Nights bag, and put you through a nineteenth century 
threshing-machine. This might not improve your intel- 
lect, but it couldn’t hurt it. 


DEMETRIUS, JR.—The poem is fearful; the spelling 
is queer, the handwriting is very little to brag of; but at 
least you may congratulate yourself on your paper, It 
is quite pretty, and must have cost a great deal. And, 
after all, it is perhaps better to have enough to buy fancy 
paper than to be a poet. It is certainly more healthy. 


W. C. REMINGTON.—‘‘Are women soulless?” We 
doubt it. We have met some women whose only trou- 
ble was a superfluity of soul, so to speak. We have al- 
ways, indeed, thought the feminine article of soul 
rather numerous and spready, in its way, still, the coun- 
try paper you speak of may have some grounds for dis- 
cussing the subject. It is possibly edited in a red-headed 
district. 


Incoc.—If your ‘‘squibs” were as good as your note, 
the fates of the two MSS. would have been reversed. 


Should these few squibs not suit your taste, 
You please will throw them in your waste ; 
And when the junkman comes around, 
They’ll surely bring one cent a pound. 


A. A. v. G.—You are mistaken in imagining that it 
requires no literary merit whatever to translate Heine. 
We know that you have a certain support in your ideas, 
and that a great many very respectable gentlemen have 
sought to demonstrate the truth of the proposition; but 
we don’t think they have put the case quite out of the 
realm of duubt. We are glad to see, however, that there 
is a certain originality about your little experiment, You 
cheerfully and airily shake off the trammels of metre and 
rhyme, and give us Heine réchauffé in a style that sug- 
gest the ‘‘sort of Runic rhyme” that Mr. Longfellow 
talks about. And we may even remark that is a very 





with a bad memory. She marries two hus- 





sick sort. 





LAYS OF ANCIENT ROME. 





IIL. 
THE FLACCI. 


J[HEN grim November’s kalends 
Had swiftly passed away, 
aN The Flacci had been married 
A twelvemonth less a day: 
And in that dreary twelve-month 
His clothes had gone to rack, 
Because in household duties 
She’d proved herself quite slack. 


He’d groaned o’er rips neglected, 
He'd growled at togas torn, 

And her neglect of all his clothes 
Impatiently he’d borne; 

Still this is why, that morning 
Affairs came to a head, 

He’d got up wrong end foremost, 
He’d tumbled out of bed. 


That morn he took his garments, 
And shook them in her face, 
And said: “ Aurelia Flaccus, 
My clothes are a disgrace. 
Look at my toga, buttonless, 
And at my other things! 
See how I’m forced to fasten them 
With pins, or else with strings!” 


‘* Now, see here, Titus Flaccus,” 
His wife did boldly say, 
‘* You’ll have to take a tumble, 
If we together stay. 
You wil/ buy togas ready-made, 
Whose buttons wont stay on; 
’Tis your own fault your buttons ‘bust,’ 
And so, my dear, you really must 
Use pins when they are gone.” 


Then Titus fell to thinking 
Was she a proper wife, 
And if the laws would make him 
Go buttonless through life; 
And then he tied his toga, 
And pinned his other clothes, 
And hastened to the Consul 
To tell to him his woes. 


“Good gracious!” cried the Consul; 
‘*Such things should never be! 
No wife should treat a husband 
So very shabbily. 
Our laws do guard most strictly 
- The peacefulness of home, 
And for such wicked conduct 
This is the law of Rome: 


‘ Whene’er a wife refuses 

Her husband’s clothes to sew, 
Why, straight from out our city 

That wife at once must go; 
And then she is exactly 

As if she’d ne’er been wed, 
And he is just as single 

As if his wife were dead.’ 


Now haste you, Titus Flaccus, 
Straightway unto your home, 

And quickly put your lazy wife 
Outside the walls of Rome; 

Those women who would set their own 
Against their husband’s wills, 

Fair Rome will ne’er allow to live 
Upon her seven hills.”” 


They were brimfull of wisdom 
The men of those old days, 
And knew the surest antidotes 
For women’s foolish ways. 
And so, when Titus Flaccus 
Had carried out the law, 
And got rid of his lazy bride, 
His clothes he ne’er thereafter tied, 
He used pins nevermore. 
ARTHUR Lot. 
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| ARCHIE GASCOYNE 


By JOHN FRASER. 





(Concluded.) 
‘* So you got my letter from Silver Lake all 


right?” i 
ee did, me buoy, and dev’lish glad I was 


to hear of your luck. By Jove, that was a 
~ haul — wasn’t it? How much now do you 


make it?” 
‘I hardly know that yet, but the diamonds 


* alone have been valued at over $200,o0o—that 


is, you know, about £40,000, and you yourself 
know what the money and bonds came to, not 


|. to talk of some other precious stones.” 


Then they talked of other matters. 

“The Count—where was he?” ‘The Count 
was ‘salubrious”—that is how Bob put it— 

‘and would be in town that evening, expressly 
to see Archie. 

“And Thollier ?” 

But at this question the Doctor’s face sud- 
denly fell, and in his seriousness he quite drop- 
ped the brogue. 

“ By Jove, Archie, I had forgotten her, and 
she was the very person I meant to speak about 
first. You remember the arrival of yourself 
and father—by the way, who is that Mr. Mac- 
donald, Ronald Macdonald, I think, who was 
with you?—but we’ll talk of that again. As I 
was saying, your arrival was published in the 
papers, with some lengthy quotations about 
you from some Yankee journals. Well, that 
woman saw them, and she is now in town. She 
called at my diggings yesterday and—don’t be 


}* alarmed, she can’t do anything serious—she 
means to “ go for you.” 


‘¢ That will be deucedly awkward,” remarked 


Archie. “Not that the woman can really hurt 


me, but she can make it unpleasant and all 
that sort of thing. And then we shall be 
talked about, and those papers will take it 
up. By heavens, Bob, I’d sooner sacrifice a 
few hundreds and get rid of her than have 


a row.” 
*¢ Don’t be rash, Archie. If the worst comes 


_to the worst, I guess—as you Yanks say—we 


can fix it. Leave it to me, me buoy.” 

‘« But I want to leave for Skye in the morn- 
ing, and you must come with me. Ronald—I 
shall tell you about him presently—is to meet 
us at Greenock at g sharp.” 

“Of course I will. Ye didn’t think I was 
going to let you wander there all by yerself, 
did ye? And besides, between you and me 
and the post, Archie,” and here Bob winked 
with great solemnity, “I’ve a little thing on 
there myself.” 

Then Archie, smiling, whispered in his ear, 
and Bob, blushing to the roots of his hair and 
the soles of his feet, nodded assent violently. 

‘¢ But if this woman,” continued Archie, and 
as he spoke some one knocked at the door. 

“¢ Come in.” 

It was the waiter with the silver card-plate 
in his hand, and on the plate a card. Archie 
took it and quietly handed it to his friend. 

“« Mile. Thollier! I thought so.” 

‘* What shall I do?” 

“Tell John to show her up,” and Mlle. 
Thollier was shown up accordingly. 





CHAPTER XXXI AND LAST. 
All’s well that ends well.—SHAKSPERE. 
“Ah! mon cher hoosband!”’ cried the lady, 
flying gushingly iu the direction of Gascoyne, 
with the evident intention of throwing herself 
into his arms: and, to confess the truth, at the 
risk of lowering Archie for ever in the estima- 
tion of our readers, that gentleman, albeit no 
coward, felt "himself uncomfortably nervous 


and “silly.” 


v 





He never could bear to see a woman in trou- 
ble, and he knew that, after all, he had per- 
haps not treated the lady exactly as he ought 
to have done. At any rate, he could well un- 
derstand that, however innocent he may have 
been, she might certainly have misinterpreted 
his little attentions to her, and being herself in 
love and passionate with all the fierce heat and 
glow of southern blood, have invested these at- 
tentions with an importance and color they by 
no means deserved. 

So, as we have said, when Mademoiselle 
‘‘made for him’”—for no other words so exactly 
hit off her action—her beautiful dark eyes full 
of tearful passion, and her little gloved hands 
extended in a tremor of passion, Archie felt 
most decidedly uncomfortable, and wished 
most heartily that some kind genii would inter- 
fere to carry off the fiery little Frenchwoman 
to—well, to anywhere a thousand miles off. 

Fortunately for him that kind genii was pre- 
sent in the person of his friend the Doctor, who 
was always ready for an emergency, particu- 
larly where a woman was concerned. When, 
therefore, Mlle. Thollier rushed to fly into his 
friend’s arms, the redoubtable Bob stepped 
in front of her. It was a most ungallant pro- 
ceeding, and we are not going to defend it. 
When talking the matter over afterwards, Bob 
candidly confessed he didn’t think he had so 
much courage. But all the same he stepped 
right in front of the impulsive maiden and ar- 
rested her progress. 

‘Not so fast, Mademoiselle; not so fast. 
There is some mistake here; ‘Ais is not your 
husband.” 

‘*Not my hoosband, mon Dieu! not my 
hoosband!!’—in a fine crescendo of excitement. 
‘I do know zee laws of zees contry better as 
you; and zees’—and she tapped significantly 
some documents which she held in one hand— 
*«zees veel demonshtrate zat he eez my hoos- 
band—zees!”’ 

‘¢ And what may ‘zees’ be, my good lady?” 
inquired Bob in his silkiest manner. 

“*Zees eez ze—vat you call it ?—deposeez- 
iongs of ze Capitaine and ze steward-lady of ze 
steamer and of me before ze Mairc,’’ exclaimed 
Mademoiselle, nothing daunted. 

** Oh! let me see them.” 

‘“‘Non—non. I[ must hev ze vitness first.” 

‘*¢ You will,” replied the Doctor. ‘“‘ Luckily 
here comes a gentleman who will doubtless ac- 
commodate you,” and as Bob spoke who should 
enter, as nattily got up and jauntily as ever, 
but our old friend Count von Frankelstein. 

Mademoiselle turned to look, and as her eye 
caught that of the Count she turned pale, and 
a look of apprehension, not to say fear, flashed 
across her face. But she recovered instantly. 

“Good morning, Mademoiselle Zerdini,” 
said the Count quietly, raising his hat with 
great politeness as he advanced to her with 
outstretched hand. His eye had taken in the 
situation at a glance; perhaps he had been 
coached by Bob. 

But Mademoiselle merely drew herself stiffly 
up, affecting not to see the profferred hand. 

“‘Tt eez vun vile conspeeracy!” she cried. 
“Ah, yon nobeel ghentlemen! Zeez eez zo 
brave of you. You er three great, large men, 
and I—vun pauvre girl!” 

But all the same, Mademoiselle’s tones were 
hardly so confident as her words. 

‘“‘Your pardon, Mademoiselle,” said the 
Count with a smile; ‘‘ you do not remembaire 
me? Ah, ve sall have to make goot your 
remembrance. Vith your lief I veel speak 
mein goot friend Meestair Gascoyne first.” 
Saying which the Count went up to Archie, 
who had remained a passive spectator all 
through, and embraced him. 

After an effusive exchange of greetings the 
Count led his friend a little apart. They had 
a brief consultation in whispers, the result of 





which seemed satisfactory to the Count, who 
then turned to Mademoiselle Thollier, who 
had all the time remained silent, nervously 
tapping the carpet with her foot. 

“So, Mademoiselle,” said the Count, still 
smiling, “‘you er going to have mein goot 
friend arrested, er you? He eez your hus- 
band, eez he? Ach, mein goot Gott in him- 
mel! So?” 

Mademoiselle remained silent. She was pale 
and trembling. 

‘*Unt so you do not remembair me—me ?” 
repeated the Count, slapping his padded chest 
with emphasis. “Permit me, fraulein, to bring 
so hoorrible a person to your remembrance, 
Zall I tell zeeze gentlemen ze story ?” 

Still Mademoiselle remained silent; only she 
trembled more and turned a pitious glance of 
appeal towards Archie, but the Doctor’s eye 
was on him as well, and Archie made no sign. 

“Nein? Then perhaps you veel pe zo goot 
az give to me a short inderview in brivate?” 

Then he whispered something to her, and 
the two left the room, but not before Made- 
moiselle had thrown a last, withering Parthian 
glance at Archie. 

They were not long gone, and when the 
Count returned he returned—alone. 

How things had been arranged we are not 
able to say, but in Archie’s bank-book that day 
there was a fresh entry of a check for £2000, 

* 


* 

Since last we stood on Scottish soil some 
eight months or more since have passed. Zhen 
it was mid-summer; wow the bleak winds of 
February are driving down the gullies of Sli- 
gachan, and roaring hoarsely round the snow- 
clad peaks of the mighty Cuchullins. The erst 
grassy slopes. of Gleninver and Ederlaine are 
bare and bleak; the surface of the loch gurly 
and black, and from the hillside come no longer 
the bleating of sheep and the lowing of cattle. 
But as she sits at the drawing-room window of 
Gleninver House, looking out upon the fiercely 
beating waves, and watching the white gulls 
wheeling and circling and diving in a riotous 
ecstasy of delight; sits with her small beauti- 
fully-shaped head resting on her hand, and 
gazing into vacancy with a far-off, dreamy ex- 
pression in her dark eyes, Maggie Macdonald 
is not thinking of the bleakness of the scenery, 
or the snowy splendors of the great Cuchullins. 
In her breast the surrounding desolation finds 
no reflex. Hoarsely the winds may rave and 
coldly blow; barren and bleak—for the snow 
seldom lies long on the sea-girt and wind-swept 
fields of Skye—the land may be; but in her 
heart all is sunshine, and sweetness, and warmth, 
that lend a mystical sweetness and dreamy 
glamour to the beauty of her fair, young face. 
She is not thinking of the scenery, or aught 
that lies around her. Her thoughts have sped 
far away, southwards to where she knows—for 
Ronald’s letter lies opened on her lap—her 
lover is. 

Yes, her lover still, and faithful in spite of . 
all; for, though Ronald had not exactly said so, 
and, indeed, had been provokingly reticent in 
his references to his friend, still love is a magi- 
cian whose instinct is quick to detect the hidden 
meaning of half hinted truths. 

Of the cause of his precipitate flight she, of 
course, was aware, and at first, when she had 
thought her brother dead, her agony and de- 
spair were beyond the power of language to de- 
pict. But after many weeks a letter had come 
from Ronald telling of his convalescence, and 
then one great load at least was lifted from her 
breast. 

There remained, however, many things to 
trouble and distress her. All the household— 
mother, father, sisters and brothers, with the 
sole exception of the Professor, who had re- 
fused to believe his friend’s guilt—had turned, 
and not unnaturally, dead against Archie. No 
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name was too bad for him; no reproach too 
bitter. 

Only Effie, of them all, and she proba- 
bly under the influence of the Doctor, had 
shown any approach to mildness in her criti- 
cism of the runaway. Then there had come 
letters from Mlle. Thollier—letters signed Mrs. 
Gascoyne—telling of her marriage to Mr. Gas- 
coyne. Very nicely written, too, these letters 
were; full of charmingly worded apologies and 
regrets; and though Maggie never for one mo- 
ment, believed them, all the same they gave her 
annoyance and trouble. 

Worse than all were the horrible tittle-tattle 
and scandal of the neighbors; the terrible, 
though only vague and half-uttered accusations 
and insinuations against Archie. She, of course, 
knew that Captain Macleod had not been 
murdered; at least not by Archie; but her lips 
were closed—closed even to her own mother, 
in whom above all she longed to confide. And 
when, after many weeks, a copy of an Ameri- 
can paper had come with an account of the ar- 
rival in New York of the steamer “State of 
Georgia,” and she read in the list of saloon pas- 
sengers the names of “ Mr. and Mrs. A. Gas- 
coyne” terrible suspicions began to shape them- 
selves into form. 

But in spite of all and against all she clung 
to her lost lover with all the tenacity of her 
deep, great, womanly heart, and now she had 
her reward, and a great happiness shone from 
her eyes and gave a color to her cheeks they 
had lacked for many a day as she thought of 
her brother Ronald’s letter. 

Captain Macleod, too, had turned up at long 
last with his African bride, who proved, how- 
ever, to be by no means ill-favored or dusky, 
but a very lovely and charming young Spanish 
heiress. So on that point, at any rate, the 
scandal-mongering mouths of the neighborhood 
were shut. 

But as yet she had not told anyone of these 
things. 

In the first place she did not know pre- 
cisely what Ronald wanted her to do, or meant 
to do himself. Had he cleared his good name 
or not? Was he about to reveal himself to his 
family in his true colors ? 

And then there was Archie. He had been 
silent as the grave; had not written a line; 
neither had Ronald said a word as to whether 
his friend meant to return to Skye and claim 
her for his wife or not. 

And all the while that these and a thousand 
similar thoughts were flashing through her 
brain, a carriage and pair were driving with 
break-neck speed through the wind and the 
gathering shades of the gloaming in the direc- 
tion of Gleninver House. They—Archie, the 
Doctor, the Count and Ronald—had arrived 
at Portree that day, and lost no time, you may 
be sure, in leaving for Gleninver. 

And now through the plash of the waves and 
the soughing of the wind through the pines and 
firs, suddenly a sound as of horses’ feet and the 
low mumble of wheels smote upon the fair 
dreamer’s ear and dispersed her dreams. She 
started to her feet. Instinctively she felt that 
a great crisis was approaching. Her first im- 
pulse was to rush out and see who and what 
were coming. But a maidenly feeling of mod- 
esty and restraint withheld her, and she stayed 
where she was. : 

In a few minutes more—to Maggie it seemed 
an age—a great sound of confusion came from 
the yard; and in another minute she was locked 
in Ronald’s arms. 


* 

That night two lovers drifted slowly down 
Gleninver stream, for, as if to complete the 
general happiness, the wind had died away, the 
hoarse waves sunk into a peaceful moan; and 
from above the bright moon shone from out a 
cloudless sky. Away in the dim distance, its 


white peaks radiant in the moonlight, rose the 
Cuchullins weird and ghostlike, and out sea- 
ward the Island of Lyndale rose low and pur- 
ple and mystic from the shimmering waters of 
the moon-lit ocean. 

‘And you loved me through it all, darling?” 
he whispered as she leant upon his breast, her 
fair face upturned to his, transfigured and 
glorified by the soft light of the moon—but 
glorified more by the sunlight of her own deep, 
true, pure, womanly love. 

‘Loved you? O, Archie, how could you 
ever doubt it? And you?” 

*‘ Darling, I was mad—an idiot—”’ 

“* Hush, love, you could not have helped it— 
who could ? Had I been in your place—but no; 
nothing ever could have made me doubt you. 
But you loved me all the same, didn’t you, 
though you did think me so awfully wicked ?” 

‘*T'm afraid I did, darling; will you forgive 
me ?” 

‘Will I? Is this not forgiving you? What 
more could you wish for ?” 

‘“¢ Only this—and this—and this—” 

*‘O! Ronald, do behave yourself—how can 
you ?” 





L’ENVOIL. 

AN EPILOGUE WHICH IS PARTLY PROLOGUE. 

“* And is that all?” 

Yes, my children, that is all. What more 
would you have? The curtain is down, the 
lights are out, the puppets removed, and, in 
short, the play is over. Yet there are always 
those in every audience who wi#// linger on to 
the very last, even until the solemn-visaged 
attendants have drawn the cotton covers over 
the cushioned circle and seats, and the last 
stately usher has taken his departure. No mat- 
ter how minute, even to prolixity, the story 
may have been, these people refuse to be satis- 
fied. What became ef so andso? How did 
this turn out? Were Derby and Joan really 
married after all? Did the villain at long last 
the punishment meet for his diabolical crime ? 

Of course it has been already surmised that 
our friend the Doctor ultimately married Effie, 
to the unbounded astonishment, not to say dis- 
may, of his friends. Indeed, I have been told, 
on good authority, that there was considerable 
betting as to the event ever coming off. But it 
did. Bob turned over a new leaf; relinquished 
Bohemia with its footlights and /roufrou, its 
late hours and beer; set himself to the earnest 
and, as it proved, successful study of his legi- 
timate profession, and graduated a full-pledged 
doctor of medicine with considerable honor, 
So it came about that when Dr. Mackintosh 
of Ederlaine was promoted to that great hos- 
pital in England, where his undoubted abilities 
would have legitimate scope, Doctor Macdonald 
—for it would ill-become us to call him ‘‘Bob” 
now that he has taken his degree, and a wife— 
stepped into his practice. And a very snug 
practice it turned out to be, for after a time a 
wealthy philanthropist, happening to die, left 
a large sum of money to found a hospital in 
Ederlaine, and I need scarcely say our friend 
was appointed resident physician. He still, 
however, takes in the Zra, and when his good 
lady is not present I’m afraid the worthy doctor 
delights in recalling stories of old escapades 
and flirtations ‘‘behind the scenes.” And when 
he runs up to London, as is of course abso- 
lutely necessary at times, I fear that—but there; 
why tell tales out of school. 

As for Mademoiselle Thollier we really don’t 
know for certain what did become of her; but 
not very long ago, when passing through Lon- 
don, we saw great boards staring us in the face, 
wherever we went, with “Mlle. Zerbini, the 
World Famous Artiste,” &c., painted upon them 
in particularly large letters; and there certainly 
was a lady of that name “starring” at the time 
at the Oxford Music Hall. ‘They say she had 





the prettiest turn-out in London; such a love of 
a barouche and a pair of ponies worth two or 
three hundred guineas each. She was, too, 
greatly run after, and, to quote the slang of the 
day, “all the rage.” But then, you know, we 
didn’t see her ourselves, and there have been 
so many Zerbinis, that we should be loth to say 
it was her. Besides, think of the harm it might 
do the lady’s character! 

Flora still pursues her entomological and 
scientific studies. Charlie is fast developing 
into a typical “‘ gentleman-farmer,” and when, 
the other day, he met by accident his old flame 
of the Inn he got such a shock that it took him 
the rest of the week to recover. Heavens! that 
he should have ever thought that great, red- 
faced; fat woman, with her three children 
dawdling behind her, the loveliest of her sex! 
And he had called her Belinda, too, and Ara- 
minta, and lots a great many other names of a 
similarly romantic kind, and had actually 
written a poem of fourteen stanzas in praise of 
her nose! He shuddered as he bowed; while 
she merely stared at him blankly, as a cow 
might. She had quite forgotten him. 

As for the Professor and the Count, they are 
still unmarried ; and in the former’s snug sanc- 
tum sanctorum on Gilmorehill—for the old col- 
lege in High Street has long since been re- 
moved to more palatial quarters in the West— 
these two young blades enjoy many a quiet 
hour over their modest tumbler and cigar. 

Ronald and Miss Jakes are not yet married, 
but when I last heard from them the happy 
event had been fixed. It is to come off at Bos- 
ton; on that point old Jakes was positive. But 
the scene of the marriage-tour is to be Europe, 
and you may be sure when the young couple 
reach Skye there will be great ‘doings’ at 
Gleninver and Edenbane. ° 

Maggie is now Lady Gascoyne, the old Ba- 
ronet having succumbed to a second paralytic 
shock shortly after returning from New York. 

And now, indulgent reader, farewell. The. 
story was written in fulfillment of a promise made 
once in that U/tima Thule—the Scottish He- 
brides—of which Mr. William Black has writ- 
ten so often and so well, and to a Princess love- 
lier even than her whom his deft pen has so 
charmingly immortalized. 

Kind friends of that distant North, accept 
these rude and imperfect chapters as a humble 
but sincere tribute of the author’s gratitude for 
the undeserved and ill-returned kindness he re- 
ceived from your too liberal hearts and hands. 

: [FINIS. ] 


eee er een 
Ice water is perfectly harmless and more refreshing with a little 
Hop Bitters in each draught. 














A Gentlemen’s Hat for the New Year just issued by ESPEN- 
SHEID, of 118 Nassau Sr., is the perfection of symmetry and 
grace, the handsomest hat he has ever turned out, and not to be 
equaled elsewhere. 


STANDARD BHEATRE. Broadway and 33d St. 
W. Henperson, Proprietor & Manager. 








EVERY EVENING AND SATURDAY MATINEE, at 1.30. 


PRINCESS TOTO. 


Libretto by W. S. Grtpert. Music by Freperick Cray. 


PRINCESS TOTO. 


Admission 25c., 50c., $1 and $1.50. 


HUMAN HAIR GOODS. 


I shall sell Goods at Retail ONLY DURING THE HOLI- 
DAYS—at WHOLESALE PRICES. 

The best of imported BRAIDS, SWITCHES, CURLS, etc., 
form a suitable and useful Holiday Present. 


EF. VILMA.R, 


24 BOND 8ST. 24 BOND 8ST. 
Orders by mail promptly attended to. 


WALKING CANES. 


The most suitable Presents for the Holidays. 


Peter J. Schmalts, Manvracrvrze, 
564 BROADWAY. 


The best Cigarette is the ‘Puck’ brand. 


Manufactured by B. Potrax, New Verk. 
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PUCK’S ANNUAL FOR 1880. 


Puck's ANNUAL for 1880 is out. It is a superb publi- 
cation. It is elegantly illustrated, and its reading matter 
is splendid. Send and get it, and enjoy a good treat.— 
Whitehall Times. 

Puck’s ANNUAL. is out and at large. It is in reality a 
fresh bright volume of humor in prose and verse, of over 
1oo pages, handsomely printed and capitally illustrated. 
—Louisville Courier-Fournal. 


| 


Puck’s ANNUAL for 1880 seems to be a very interest- | 


ing mixture of humorous and other matter, put up in 
cheap pamphlet form, and will no doubt prove a valuable 
addition to the humorous literature of the day.— /ndiana- 
polis Daily Sentinel. 

Puck issues an annual, which is just about the sauciest, 
wittiest and queerest thing out. Twenty-five cents worth 
of illustrated fun, which needs to be enjoyed at home, 
where if you burst your buttons off with laughter you are 
all right.—Meriden Recorder. 

Or Puck’s CoMIc ANNUAL FOR 1880 there is no end 
of well-deserved commendation. Our exchanges teem 
with kindly greetings and pleasant adjectives, freely and 
fitly bestowed on this sprightly variorum of mirth and phi- 
losophy, and the vignette and more pretentious illustra- 
tions arg the acme of the caricaturist’s art.— V. Y. Mews. 

Puck’s ANNUAL FOR 1880 is far ahead of anything of 
the kind we have ever seen. It contains 121 pages of 
reading matter and pictures warranted to split the buttons 
off of any vest in use up to date, and mechanically it is 
a model of artistic beauty. A man that can't cure the 
blues with a dose of Puck should go get him to a nunnery, 
as it were.—Steubenville Herald. 

Puck’s ANNUAL FOR 1880 cannot be described accu- 
rately, and we doubt if the editor could explain its con- 
tents. It is as unique as the weekly issue of Puck, both 


in matter and illustrations, only a little more so. It is a , 
bundle of oddities, and so full of 40” mots that itsdeform- | 


ities are hidden to the eye of the connaisseyr of fun and 
frolic. Perhaps Mark Twain is a contributor; it eclipses, 
however, his funny sayings.— Pittsburgh Telegraph. 
Puck’s ANNUAL, the sauciest, queerest, wittiest, bright- 
est, most original, artistic, sensible and interesting of all 


the holiday publications, isat hand. It oddly says of itself | 


that besides being an annual, it is ‘‘ also an almanac, a 
city directory, a universal gazetteer, a rhyming dictionary, 
a guide to draw-poker and Wall Street, a cold collation, 
a jack-knife and a toothpick.” Those Puck fellows are 
queer chaps, and have more energy to the square inch 
than a steam-engine. We forgot to say that the price of 
the ANNUAL is only a quarter.— Hh heeling Leader. 
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TREEs—‘“‘ If you don’t intend to take the 
part of Winter, why don’t you let us know, and 
we will leave.”’ 


AN UNDECIDED CHARACTER. 


| Puck’s ANNUAL is a handsomely printed, lavishly il- 
| lustrated pamphlet of about 125 pages, and contains any 
| quantity of pure fun. Puck is nothing if not original, 
| therefore the ANNUAL is not a collection of old worn-out 
| cuts and stale jokes. It is fresh, clean and sweet—‘‘a 
thing of beauty and a joy forever,” or at least until the 
| ANNUAL of 1881 comes out.— Rome Sentinel. 
| THE handsomest thing, by all odds, thet we have seen 
| this year, in the literary line, is PucK’s ANNUAL, pub- 
| lished by Keppler & Schwarzmann, and illustrated by 
| Messrs. Keppler and Wales. No paper of its kind, either 
| in Europe or America, is equal to PucK, and its incisive 
| and pungent cartoons and editorials penetrate straight to 
| the heart of the evil attacked. When we say that the 
ANNUAL is equal to the weekly, we can think of no 
greater meed of praise.—Baltimore Every Saturday. 
Puck’s ANNUAL for 1880 is on deck, and is a book for 
every one, combining, as it does, an almanac, a New 
York city directory, a universal gazetteer, a rhyming dic- 
tionary, a guide to draw-poker and various other matters 
| which all good citizens should know about. It is full of 
| witty and humorous sayings, and its illustrations are ex- 
cellent, being from the pencils of the well known cartoon- 
ists of PucK. The person who can’t find something in it 
to amuse and interest him is blind, deaf and crazy. The 
publishers are Keppler & Schwarzmann, New York.— 
Boston Post, 


THE Puck of the ‘* Midsummer Night’s Dream” was 
but the precursor of the more sprightly sprite who fash 
ions the art and inspires the literature of one of the best 
satirical journals in the world to-day. He of the Shak- 


| spere creation proclaimed that he ‘could put a girdle 


round about the earth in forty minutes,” and that dream 
has been more than realized in the telegraph conquests, 
by which time and space have been annihilated. Our 
Puck of New York has achieved greater wonders. He 
has encircled the hearts of millions with his influence; he 


| has turned away the misdoer from the evil of his 


ways by the keenness of his wit, and promoted honesty in 
public life by the satirical slaughter of hypocrisy. This 


| for every week of the year. But now, at the year’s close, 


and as an acceptable offering for our coming guest, 


| **1880,” we have a concentrated essence of wit and wis- 
| dom, of song and satire, of attractive tales and entertain- 
| ing trifles. We have art wedded to literature, society 

taken to pieces and its weak sides exposed with as little 
, of the pain of the surgeon’s knife as possible; beats and 
| blackmailers burnished up with the aids of pen and pen- 


cil, but only with a view to the abatement of the nui- 
sances and——-__ But why pursue the enumeration of con- 
tents? It is enough to say that in forty minutes of 
reading PUCK’s ANNUAL puts a girdle of enjoyment round 
about the hearts and homes of its patrons which, we hope, 
in time may mean “all about the earth.”—WV. VY. Star. 
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GRAND, SQUARE and UPRIGHT 
5th Ave. and West 16th St., New York. 
plaints, and Diseases of the Urinary Or- 
box. Price per box, with full directions, Capsulets (small size) 75 
Street, New York. Circulars free. 
the whole civilized world, cures Dyspepsia, Diarrhea, Fever and 
= article, manufactured by Dr. J. B. Siegert & Sons.—J. 
The Colton Dental Association is daily demonstrat- 
teeth had been drawn without pain, and that the gas was pleasant 
twenty teeth extracted, 
NEW AND ELEGANT WINTER GOODS, 
for the Holidays. 


WEBER, 
Ext AIF OC Ss. 
yariy CAPSULETS. 

D gans. Recent or Chronic. They will cure 
cents. Capsules (large siz-) $150. Atall Drug Stores. Mailed 
ANGOSTURA BITTERS, 
Ague, Colics and all disorders of the Disgestive organs. Try it, 

. Hancox, U. S. Sole Agent, 51 Broadway, P. O. Box, 2610, 
ing the anesthetic effects of nitrous oxide gas in the pa:nless 

10 inhale, reached on September 24, 1879, 112,743. This includes 

Office: No. 19 Cooper Institute, New York. 

35 DEPARTMENTS STOCKED WITH NOVELTIES. 

Toys, Games, Fancy Goods, &c. 


MANUFACTURER OF 
Prices reasonable, Terms easy. 
WAREROOMS, 

Safe and reliable cure for Kidney Com- 
any recent case in seven days. The word Docuta is on every 
on receipt of price by DUNDAS DICK & CO., 35 Wooster 
An excellent appetizing Tonic of exquisite flavor now used over 
but beware of counterfeits. Ask your re or —y for the 
N. Y. City. 
extraction of teeth. The number of patients certifying that their 
persons from all points of the compass, who have had from onet 


SUITS & CLOAKS. * SILVERWARE. 
BOYS’ SUITS. ¢ * GLASSWARE. 
DRESS GOODS. = CROCKERY. 
SILKS. _ * * MAJOLICA. 
FURS. “CHINA. 


* * 
«* JONES *, 


Eighth Avenue o 


* 


o Eighth Avenue 
AND 
> Nineteenth Street. Nineteenth Street. + 











« % 
*, JONES ,* 


sHUES. %¥%€ % voLis 
careeTs. * GLOVES. 
UPHOLSTERY. * * * _ LACES. 
FURNITURE. * e MILLINERY. 
DOMESTICS. | Gents’ Furnisinc Goons. 





HOUSEFURNISHING GOODS. 


PERSONAL & HOUSEKEEPING OUTFITS FURNISHED. 


Novelties for the Holidays. 


Samples sent free. Send 3-cent stamp for Illustrated Catalogue, 


100 pages. 
The 


SHE Clothier 


Cor. Broome & Crosby Sts.—And Fifth Ave. 


TAILOR’S MISFITS HALF PRICE. 


Evening Dress Suits for Sale and Hire. 


PIANOS. 


Fashionable Uprizht by very best maker. Good as new. FULL 
COMPASS. HALF PRICE. 














Kinc ALFonso ordered for the royal house- 
hold one hundred pounds of chocolate cara- 
mels from America. If he had married a Vas- 
sar College girl he would have been obliged to 
purchase several hundred pounds of chewing- 
gum.—JVorristown Herald. 





Truth is mighty and has prevailed. See its triumph in Hop 
Bitters. 


SATIS ACE DA RAE IERIE ON IMATE NA WEEE SORE 
TO THE PUBLIC. 
BOKER’S BITTERS. 

Beware of Coaunterfeits and imitations! 

In accordance with the desire frequently expressed, both 
in the United States and abroad, these Bitters, so long and 
justly celebrated for their fineness as a cordial, and for their 
medicinal virtues against all diseases of, or arising from the 
digestive organs, will henceforth be put up and sold not only 
in quart, but also in Pint Bottles, for medicinal, 
family, traveling and other purposes, To be had at all the 
principal drugg'sts’, grocers’, liquor merchants’, &c. 


L. FUNKE, Jr., Sole Agent, Now York, 78 John St., P. 0. Box 1089. 


JOSEPH G' LLOTT'S 
STEEL PENS. 


Soild by all Dealers throughout the World. 
Gold Medal, Paris Exposition, 1878, 


VANITY FAIR ccs: 


AND 
CIGARETTES 
Always Uniform and Reliable. 6 First Prize Medals— 
Vienna, 1873, Phil., 1876, Paris, 1878. 
a@ ADOPTED BY THE FRENCH GOVERNMENT. 
NOW ON SALE IN PARIS. 


Peerless Tobacco Works. WM. 8S. KIMBALL & C©O., Rochester, N. Y. 

















LOUISIANA STATE LOTTERY CO. 


Chartered for twenty-five years 1868. Confirmed by popular 

vote and imbedded in the State Constitution Dec. 2d, 1879. 
IT NEVER SCALES OR POSTPONES. 

116th Monthly Grand Distribution, New Orleans, January 13th, 
1880. 1857 prizes, total $110,400; capitals $30,000, $10,000, $5,0.0, 
etc. 10,000 tickets, two ($2) dollars; halves, one ($1) dollar. 
For full information apply to M. A. DAUPHIN, New Orleans, 
La.; or at 319 B oadway, New York. 
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64 East 49th Street. 


IMPERIAL GERMAN MAIL. 
North German Lloyd 


STEAMSHIP LINE 
BETWEEN 


New York, Southampton & Bremen. 
aa Satling every Saturday. 
* Company’s Pier, foot of Second Street, Hoboken. 


NECKAR...Saturday, Dec. 27 | WESER...... Saturday, = 10 
I Saturday, Jan. 8| GEN. WERDER, Sat., Jan. 17 


Rates of passage from NEW YORK to SOUTHAMPTON, 
HAVRE, or BREMEN: 
Pe Rs ce ccccccccusens $100 | Second Cabin...........++- $60 
Steerage, $30. 
Return tickets at reduced rates. Prepaid Steerage Certificates, $30 
N. B.—Steerage tickets to all points in the South of England, $30. 


OELRICHS & CO., General Agents, 
No. 2 Bowling Green. 


STEINWAY 


Grand, Square, and Upright 


PIANOS. 


STEINWAY & SONS are the only 
manufacturers who make every part of 
their Pianos, exterior and interior (in- 
cluding the Actions and casting of the 
Iron Frames) in their own factories. 


Warerooms at STEINWAY HALL. 


NEW YORK. 











G. H. MUMM & C0.’S CHAMPAGNE. 


importation 1x 1878 


35,906 Cases, 





o 16,270 cases more 


than of any other brand. 





Red No. 9 Maiden Lane. 


HAMANN & KOCH. 


CHRISTMAS PRESENTS. 


AMERICAN AND SWISS 
WATCHES. WATCHES. WATCHES. 


A FINE ASSORTMENT OF FRENCH CLOCKS. 
Att Sorts or FINE JEWELRY anp 


DIAMONDS. DIAMONDS. DIAMONDS. 


Please remember the Red No. 9, nearest Broadway. 





SUST OUT: 


PUCK’S ANNUAL FOR 1880. 








Price, 256 Cents, 















































PAENOGE EO, 


CHAM = PAGNE 


£ Pep R N SS 
L. DE VENOGE, 


37 South William Street, New ’ verk. 


CENERAL ACENT. 
For Sale by all the Principal Wine 
Merchants and Grocers. 


NICOLL, the Tailor. 


620 Broadway, near Houston St., 


AND 


139 to 151 Bowery. N. Y. 


#@a- BRANCHES IN ALL THE PRINCIPAL CITIES. 69 


THE PUREST CHAMPAGNE 
‘S ‘N 3HL NI G3140dWI 





GRAND DISPLAY 


WINTER COODS. 


PANTS TO So - - $4.00 to $10.00. 
TO © - $15.00 to $40.00. 


SUITS 
OVERCOATS AND MUL! STERS TO ORDER from $15.00 upw. 


_ Electric Light used.—Colors seen as distinct as in day 


time. 
Samples sent to every part of the United States, with instruc- 


tions for self-measurement. 
KEHEEP’S SHIRT, 


GLOVES, UMBRELLAS, UNDERWEAR, dc. 
Holiday Presents. 


SIX CUSTOM SHIRTS, to measure, the very best, $9. 
SIX COMPLETE SHIRTS, stock size, very best, $7.50. 
SIX PATENT PARTLY-MADE SHIRTS, — best, $6. 
NIGH! SHIRTS, extra length, very best, $x ach. 
Anelegant setof GOLD PLATE COLLAR ond CUFF BUTTONS 
given with each half dozen shirts. 
SIX FOUR-PLY LINEN COLLARS, very best, 75c: 
FOUR-PLY LINEN CUFFS very best, 25c. a pair. 
200 doz. Gents’ fine LAMBSKIN GLOVES, 7oc. and 8oc. 
Gents’ White Dress KID GLOVES, §1 per pair. 
Gents’ best KID GLOVES, all styles, $1.10 and $1.25. 
Six finest Linen HANDKERCHIEFS, fancy boxes, $1.50. 
Elegant Silk HANDKERCHIEFS and — 25C. to $1.50. 
Scarfs and Ties, elegant styles, soc. to $1.2 
White and Scarlet Fiannel and Knit UNDERWEAR, 60C., 75C., 
C., $1, $1.25, $.1.50, $2, $2.50. 
UM R&LLAS, atent ~hewdew Ribs, best cloth, $1. 
UMBRELLAS, Twilled Silks. Paragon Frames, handles in ivory, 
walrus and fancy woods, at popular prices. 
Best English Super Stout HALF HOSE,e2sc. a pair. 
Gents’ HALF HOSE, scarlet, white and fancy wool, soc. 
SUSPENDERS, improved buckles, soc. 
ty SCARF PINS, SCARF RINGS, COLLAR and 
CUFF BUTT’ ONS, &c., in new patterns. Best gold plate. 

SAMPLES and CIRCULARS mailed free. 
ALL GOODS WARRANTED. 

We invite purchasers of HOLIDAY GOODS) to examine the 
qualities and prices of ours before going elsewhere. 


KEEP MANUFACTURING CO.’S 
STORES, 


637 Broadway No. 341 Fulton Street 
Nos. { 1299 Broadway f New York. Brooklyn. ' 


ANNOUNCEMENT. 


For DIAMONDS go to SANDIFER, 
the Diamond Merchant, 5th Ave. Hotel. 


CHE APE ST * eee 
MAGNIFICEN 

435,892 English Gift Books Beautiful American 

Holiday B Books, Gorgeous Juvenile Books almost 

given away. Holiday Catalogues free. 


LECCAT BROTHERS, 
3 BEEKMAN ST., OPP. POST-OFFICE, NEW YORK. 


HOUSE OF LORDS, 


19 East Houston St. Established 25 Years. 9 
HEAD QUARTERS FOR 


Welsh Rarebits and Golden Bucks, 


M. HUSSEY, Proprietor. 














Registered > ; 
TRADE ne 


VIRGINIA CUT CAVENDISH, 


MANUFACTURED BY 


MARBURG BROS. 


‘ BEST IN THE WORLD. 


RUINART setabiienea 17200 HAMPAGNES. 


Connoisseurs pronounce recent shipments of these Wines to be 
inequaled in quality. 
Verzenay, dry, full bodied, rich flavor. 
Carte Blanche, Fruity, delicate flavor, not too dry. 
DODGE, CAMMEYER & CO., 
16 Cortlandt St., ‘Sole Agents for the United States. 








Established 1838. 


ene & MOELICH, 


Importers, Manufacturers and Dealers in 
Watches, Diamonds, Jewelry, 
Solid Silver & Plated —_ 
363 CANAL STREE 
Betw. S. 6th Ave. & Wooster St., NEW? YORE. 
Bargains in every department. 
American Watches, $7. Stem Winders, $12. 
Solid 14 k. Gold Amcrican Stem Winders, $50. 
Diamond Studs, $10. and upwards. Wedding 
Rings, $3. and upwards. 
The largest assortment of Jewelry at lowcst 
prices. 


Repairin 7 rg ! description neatly executed. 
GOODS SEN D. TO ANY PART OF THE U.S 





Photographer, 


46 E. 14, St. 
Union Square. 
I GUARANTEE 


THE BEST PICTURES THAT WERE EVER TAKEN. 
Steam Elevator from Street-Door. 





Waldstein, Expert Optician, 


known in Vienna, Paris, St. Petersburg and London for up 
wards of a Century, and in New York for forty years. 
Eyes fitted with suitable glasses. Consultation, inquir 
correspondence solicited from those, whose sight is impaired. - _ 
Only the finest Optical Goods kept on Stock, which the Public 
are respectfully invited to inspect. 


WALDSTEIN, 


41 Union Square, Cor. Broadway and 17. Str. 


ORCANBEATTY 


New ms 2B stops, Bset Golden Tongue Reeds, & oct’s 
2 tobyee my walnut ease, w arnt’d G years, stool & hook $98 
New Pianos, stool, cover & book, $1433 to 55. Before 
you buy be sure to write me. Illustrated Newspaper sent Free 
DANIEL F. BEAT1Y, Washington, New Jersey. 


WILLIS & HAUSER, 


149 PEARL STREET, Junction of Wall & Beaver Sts., 


keep constantly on hand a large assortment of 


WINES, LIQUORS AND SEGARS 


AT MODERATE PRICES. 
Our friends are invited to supply their demands for the coming 
HOLIDAYS. 


and 











S2 Gold, Crystal, Lace, Perfumed & Chromo Cards, name 
in Gold & Jet 10c. Clinton Bros, Clintonville, Ct. 


Try the “PUCK”? CIGARETTE, 
Manufactured by B. Pottax, New York. 








TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBLY CURED with two spoons of medicine in two or 
three hours. Bg articulars address with stamp to 
“RIC CHHORN, No. 4 St. Marks Place, New York. 


COPYRIGHTED. 
IMPORTERS AND MANUFACTURERS OF 


Gentlemen’s Hats, 
174 Fifth Ave., 179 Broadway, 


JETWEEN 22d & 23rd STREETS, Near CORTLANDT STREET 


NEW YORK. 
CELEBRATED 


FOR THE MANUFACTURE 
or 


Fine Silk Dress, Stiff 
and Soft 





FOR GENTLEMEN’S WEAR. 





Schmitt & Koehne, 


ventral Park Brewery 
BOTTLING COMPANY. 


4 Brewery, Bottling Department and 

iy Office 159—165 East soth Street. Ice- 

house and Rock-vaults, 56th and 57th 

Street. Ave. A, and East River, N.Y. 
BOHEMIAN- AND LAGER-BEER 


The finest Beer for family use. The best Shipping Beer in bottles, 
warranted to keep in any climate for months aad years. 


SKATES! SKATES! 


LARGE STOCK AT 
75 CtS., 1.00, 1.25, 1.50, 2.50, 3.00, 3.50, 4.00, 4.50, 5.c0, 6.00 7.00, 8.00 


CARL RECHT, 183 Bowery, Cor. Delancey St. 


A HULIDAY PRESENT 


NEED NOT BE EXPENSIVE 
TO BE APPRECIATED. 








What could be more Acceptable than 


A TANGY BOK OR BASKET 
DELICIOUS CANDIES 


FROM 


GREENFIELD’S, 


909 Broadway, near 20th a 


ABERLE’S NEW THEATRE. 


8th St.. bet. 4th Ave. and Broadway. 
GRAND HOLIDAY ATTRACTION, 


The sterling young Actor, SID C. FRANCE 


in his new Sensation Drama DEAD TO THE WORLD, 
The beautiful loggers Dialect actress 
MISS LENA TETTENBORN, in her VENE Specialty Comedy 


HE ER. 
@@ MATINEES TUESDAY, MIbK ME AND SATURDAY. 


DIAMONDS 
CASPERFELD'S & CLEVELAND'S, 


138 BOWERY. 


We have the largest Stock of Diamonds in the City, comprising 
Earrings, Scarfpins, Rings, Studs, Lockets, Crosses, Head Orna- 


ments, also 


Gold and Silver Watches, Jewelry etc. 
Buyers will find it their advantage to give us a call. 
BRANCH STORE: 
413 Fulton Street, BROOKLYN. 


The PUCK’? CIGARETTE beats all. 


Manufactured by B. Pottax, New York. 
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PIANOS. 


rior to all others in Tone, Durability, 
orkmanship; have the endorsement 
of the Leading Artists. First Medal of Merit 
and Diploma of Honor at Centennial Fx- 


Sohmer & Co., 149 E. 14th St., N. Y. 


For Ricuness or Tone, 
Evasticiry oF ToucH AND 
EVERYTHING THAT RENDERS 
A Piano PERFECT, ruey 
CANNOT BE SURPASSED. 


Reduced Prices. h or Time. 





CALENBERG & VAUPEL 


PIANOS 


FACTORY AND 
WAREROOMS: 


335 W. 36th St, 


between 8th & oth Avenues, 
NEW YORK. 





ARNOLD, 
CONSTABLE & CO, 


Silk, Cashmere and Cloth Robes de Chambre, 
French Cardigans, Smoking Jackets, Elegant 
Persian Silk Mufflers, Flannel Traveling and 
Negligée Shirts, Dress Shirts, Collars and Cuffs, 
Buckskin Underwear, Chosson’s Celebrated Kid 
Gloves, 8 to 10 Buttons, &c. 








Broadway, Cor. 19th Street. 





~ ARNOLD, 
CONSTABLE & CO. 


WHOLE CARPETS: 


ORIENTAL RUGS, MATS, &c. 


An invoice of RARE NOVELTIES for the 
HOLIDAYS, just received. 


Broadway, Cor. 19th Street. 


ARNOLD, 
CONSTABLE & CO, 


RICH AND ELECANT FURS. 


Russian Sableg Seal, Fox, Chinchilla, Ermine, 
&c., in Sets, Singly and Trimmings by the yard. 





Broadway, Cor.19th Street. 





MATHESIUS & FREY, 


MANUFACTURERS OF 


CABINET 


FURNITURE 


Upholstery, Decorations, éc., 
at Prices to suit the times. Every Article guaranteed. 
No. 1567 & 1569 Broadway, cor. 47th St., N. Y. 


DENTAL . OFFICE 


Philippine Dieffenbach-Truchsess 
162 West 23rd Street, bet. 6th and 7th Avenues, N. Y. 


Late 389 Cana STREET. 








“PUCK” CIGARETTES are the best. 


Manufactured by B, Potrakx, New York. 





THE FAMOUS 


Vienna Coffee Pot. 


Beautifully finished, of burnished brass, with burnished brass bow, 
porcelain base, porcelain handles to lamp and extinguisher, porcelain knob 
on cover and spout, and one brass and one glass cover. 


IMPORTED FROM VIENNA ONLY BY US. 


SIZE, PRICE. SIZE. PRICE. 
OG GR iiscackesasseiscasssoses $5.00 © SDs cnckecadsteuasesee $10.00 
G © cdeccccccess 0+ se000002 5.75 Sm © pcccsescceseesodeccee 11.50 
O -* sswcostnsdensecsdecnene 6.7" CG secasaciesebsensueein 13.00 
S * gtsscsisomemeene 8.75 The Trade supplied. 


EDWARD D. BASSFORD, 


HOUSE FURNISHING STORES, 


China, Glass, Cutlery. Silverware, 


Cooking Utensils, Woodenware and Refrigerator: 


1, 2, 3, 12, 13, 15, 16 and 17 Cooper Institute, N. Y, City. 








n for 1880. 





Tue Sun will deal with the events of the year 1880 in its own 
fashion, now pretty well understood by everybody. From Jan- 


ten in the English language, and printed for the people. 

As a newspaper, THE Sun believes in getting all the news of the 
world promptly,and presenti:.git in the most intelligible shape—the 
shape that will enable its readers to keep well abreast of the age 
with the least unpro‘uctive expenditure of time. The greatest 
interest to the greatest number—that is the law controlling its 
daily make-up. 
that of any other American newspaper, and enjoys an income 
which it is at all times prepared to spend liberally for the benefit 
of its readers. People of all conditions of life and all ways of 
thinking buy and read Tue Sun; and they all derive satisfaction 
of some sort from its colunins, for they keep on buyirg and read- 
ing it. 

ie its comments on men and affairs, THe Sun believes that the 


American principles and backed by honestv of purpose. For this 
reason it is, and will continue to be, absolutely independent of 
party, class, clique, organization, or interest. It is for all, but of 
none. It will continue to praise what is good and reprobate what 
is evil, taking care that its language is to the point and plain, be- 
yond the possibility of being misunderstocd. It is uninfluenced 
by motives that do not appear on the surface; it has no opinions 
to sell, save those which may be had by any purchaser for two 
cents. It hates injustice and rascality even more than it hates un- 
necessary words. It abhors frauds, pities fools and deplores nin- 
compoops of every species. It will continue throughout the year 
1880 to chastise the first class, instruct the second, and discounte- 
nance the third. All honest men, with honest convictions, whether 
sound or mistaken, are its frends. And THe Sun makes no bones | 
of telling the truth to its friends and about its friends whenever 
occasion arises for plain speaking. 

These are the principles upon which Tue Sun will be conducted | 
during the year to come. 
The year 1880 will be one in which no 
afford to close his eyes to public affairs. 


atriotic American can 
t is impossible td ex- | 


uary 1 to December 31 it will be conducted as a newspaper, writ- | 


It now has a circulation very much larger than | 


aggerate the importance ot the political events which it has in 
Store, or the necessity of resolute vigilance on the part of every 
citizen who desires to preserve the Government that the founders 
gave us. The debates and acts of Congress, the utterances cf the 
the press, the exciting contests of the Republican and Democratic 
pa‘ties, now nearly equal in’strength throughout the country, the 
varying drift of public sentiment, will all bear directly and effective- 
ly upon the twenty fourth Presidential election, to be held in 
November. Four years ago, the will of the nation, as expressed 
at the polls, was thwarted by an abominable conspiracy, the pr>- 
mot-rs and beneficiaries of which still hold the offices they stole. 
Will the crime of 1876 be repeated in 1880? The past decade of 
years opened with a corrupt, extravagant and insolent Administra- 
tion intrenched at Washington. THe Sun did something toward 
dislodging the gang and breaking its power. The same men are 


| now intriguing to restore their leader and themselves to places 


only guide of policy should be common sense, inspired by genuine | 


from which they were driven by the indignation of the people. 
Will they succeed? The coming year will bring the answers to 
these momentous questions. THe Sun will be on hand to chronicle 
the facts as they are developed, and to exhibit them clearly and 
fearlessly in their relations to expediency and right. 

Thus, with a habit of philosophical good humor in looking at the 
minor affairs of life, and in great things a steadfast purpose to 
maintain the rights of the people and the principles of the Con- 
stitution against all aggressors, THe Sun is prepared to write a 
truthfu', instructive, and at the same time entertaining history of 
1880, 

Our rates of subscription remain unchanged. For the Dairy 
Sun, a four-page sheet of twenty-eight columns, the price by mail, 
post paid, 1. 83 cents a month, or $6.50 a year; or, including 
the Sunday paper, an eight-page sheet cf fifty-six columns, the 
price is 63 cents a month, or $7.70 a year, postage paid. 

The Sunday edition of THe Sun is also furnished separately at 
$1.20 a vear, postage paid. 

The price of the Week ty Sun, eight pages, fifty six columns, is 
@ a year, postage paid. For clubs of ten sending $10 we will 
send an extra copy free. 

Address, 


I. W. ENGLAND, Publisher of “The Sun,” New York City. 





ROOFS 


Wet Cellars, Damp Walls made water-tight. 


RESPONSIBLE GUARANTEE FOR A TERM OF YEARS. 


Refer to R. Hoz & Co.; Harper Bro:.; Lawrence Bros., Bankers, 31 Broad St.; Baur & Betts; 
Frep. K, Maver and Stern Bros. 


Van Orden's Asphalte-Slate Roofing & French Asphalte-Rock. 
IMPERISHABLE AND INDESTRUCTIBLE. 
MANUFACTUKERS OF ROOFING AND PAVING SUPPLIES. 


Write for Circular. Describe your wants. Estimates free. 


EDWD. VAN ORDEN & CO., Established 1857, 79 Maiden Lane, N. Y. 
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debiiang 


PUBLISHER OF 


ENLARCINC OF PHOTOCRAPHS, 





308 Broadway, 
NEW YORK. 


CABINET PHOTOGRAPHS OF CELEBRITIES, 


CRAYON WORK, 
PORTRAIT PAINTING. 


Specialty: PHOTOGRAPHIC SHOW-CARDS FOR THE PROFESSION, 


Agents wanted in every City. Price-list mailed free on application. 


PATENT COVERS 


FOR 


FILING ‘PUCK’ 


Price, $1.00 


FOR SALE AT THE ‘PUCK’ 
OFFICE, 


21 & 23 Warren St., 





And through any newsdealer 
































MAYER MERKEL & OTTMANN, LITHOG. 23-25 WA™'REN ST.NY 


big to-day, 
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OFFICE OF “PUCK "23 WARREN ST. NEW YORK. 











